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LUCASTA'S WORLD

EPODE

COLD as the breath of winds that blow
To silver shot descending snow,
Lucasta sigh'd; when she did close

The world in frosty chains!
And then a frown to rubies froze                            5

The blood boil'd in our veins,,
Yet cooled not the heat her sphere
Of beauties first had kindled there.

Then mov'd, and with a sudden flame
Impatient to melt all again,                                     10

Straight from her eyes she lightning hurl'd,

And earth in ashes mourns;
The sun his blaze denies the world,

And in her lustre burns,

Yet warmed not the hearts her nice                         15

Disdain had first congeal'd to ice.

And now her tears nor griev'd desire

Can quench this raging, pleasing fire;

Fate but one way allows: behold

Her smiles* divinity!                                         20

They fann'd this heat, and thaw'd that cold,

So framjd up a new sky.
Thus earth, from flames and ice repriev'd,
E'er since hath in her sunshine liv'd.

TO A LADY THAT DESIRED ME I WOULD
BEAR MY PART WITH HER IN A SONG

MADAM   A.   L.

THIS is the prettiest motion:
Madam, th* alarums of a drum
That calls your lord, set to your cries,
To mine are sacred symphonies.

What though 'tis said I have a voice;
I know 'tis but that hollow noise
Which, as it through my pipe doth speed,
Bitterns do carol through a reed;